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years old, whom few of them had ever seen before, but
whose name already meant so much to them. Sweeping
aside the committee of welcome, in the early dusk of a
rainy evening, they brought Lenin riding triumphantly
and ominously upon an armoured car to the luxurious
home of the fashionable ballerina, Kshesinskaia, head-
quarters of the Bolshevik Party. (This incongruity, too,
must have tickled Lenin's sense of humour !) Russia was
paying its first salute to its future ruler.

A few days before, at a cabinet meeting, Kerensky had
exclaimed petulantly, impatient with his colleagues:
" Just you wait, Lenin himself is coming, then the real
thing will begin ".

It was, indeed, a strange Petrograd to which Lenin had
returned. Life had become a tremendous gamble and an
air of uncertainty overhung the events of each day. No
one now believed in the stability of the Provisional Govern-
ment, but they did not yet know what would take its
place. Demonstrations and counter-demonstrations filled
the streets, often leading to open fracas and death. Yet
the night life of the capital went on as usual. Theatres and
cabarets remained open; at the " Europe ", Jimmy, the
barman from the old New York Waldorf-Astoria, continued
to purvey his famous concoctions. The ballet season was
in full swing, with Karsavina enchanting her public, while
at the opera Chaliapin had never been in better voice.
There was even an appearance of a sufficiency of food in
the city, though reports of scarcity still poured in from
the provinces. A strange sense of unreality permeated
everything.

In the political field all waited with anxiety for the
Prime Minister's statement on foreign policy which should
disavow Miliukov's imperialist views regarding the acquisi-
tion of Constantinople. The people hoped for, and expected,